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Author's Notes: 


One of my bigger failings as a writer is that | don't ultimately have much in the way of imagination and, for 
this reason, find AUs very difficult to write, so my apologies if this isn't quite up to par. | like having 
something | didn't invent to fall back on.! And I'm not particularly comedic, either, oops. At any rate, | hope you 
enjoy, and l'm sorry its not done yet! 


"Do you believe in ghosts, Gene?" 


Christine's slow, sweet drawl, on its own, wasn't ever enough to tug Gene out of the reverie that was staring 
at Christine's ponderous breasts. Her hunter green turtleneck only seemed to magnify their presence, the 
handful of gold statement necklaces dangling and almost disappearing between her cleavage. Amazing tits. She 


was aware of them, too--had to be. They were the only really large thing on her whole frame. 


She was a music major at MSM, one that had transferred in from some college way out in the sticks. Gene 


had met her during the summer semester, ushering her into the opera house for some Verdi opera. He'd been 


angling to usher her into his bedroom ever since. Unfortunately, all she would allow for, thus far, was an 
occasional bite of lunch between both their classes. Forget her tits; he hadn't even gotten to touch her hand 
yet. Maybe it was just her accent, but he never was quite sure if she was taking him for a well-deserved ride 
or if she was only terribly naive. 

"Gene?" 

‘lm sorry. Ghosts?" He paused as if he was trying to give the question some weight. All those upper-level 
religion classes had to count for something, even if that something was only as part of his longest-term 
effort in awhile at laying a girl. "I think there's a lot of strange things out there, but ghosts are a little too 
pat." 

"Oh, but that's no fun!" Christine shook her head. "Don't you ever get tired of being so practical?" 

"For you? Always." 

‘| just bet you do. One of the other ushers, he was telling me.." Christine took a bite of her sandwich, brushing 
her mouth with a napkin before speaking again "He was telling me there was a ghost in the Lincoln Center. 
Right in the opera house." 

"They only built it a couple years ago. What, did the ghost take a bus over when they tore the old one down?" 
Christine shrugged. 

"They say he plays piano late at night." 


"Piano? Are you serious?" 


"Hey, maybe he's playing for his lost love. Maybe she jumped off a balcony in the old opera house. You never 


can tell." 

"And maybe it's someone playing a joke. Or a publicity stunt to up attendance." 

"You're not much of a romantic, are you, Gene?" 

"What's romantic about it, exactly?" A respectable poltergeist would at least break some props. A ghost that 
only bothered with a piano, well, that wasn't much fun at all. "Who did you hear this from, anyway? | know 
most of the other ushers." 


Christine shrugged. 


"It was... aw, geez, | think you've seen him... he's kind of going gray...” 


"Peter? Peter makes shit up. There's nothing over there." 


"Are you sure? Could be a fun time to try and find out." 


Two nights later, way after his volunteer shift at the opera house, there Gene was, still in his lousy suit, 
finding out. Wandering from corridor to corridor in a pathetic one-man ghost hunt. He had a story lined up in 
case any of the late-night janitors or nightwatchmen spotted him, something about his girlfriend losing an 


earring. 


Tonight's venture was, he felt, the saddest of testaments to how long itd been since he'd had a really good lay. 
Or maybe just a testament to how bored he was. He'd tried to talk Christine into joining him, sensing an 
obvious opportunity to get closer to her in the effort, but she'd demurred, blaming her finals as if he didn't 


have his own to worry with. 


Playing for his lost love. As if anybody would really pull that kind of shit in ITTO. Cornball as all hell. Like as not 
some bored janitors or night watchmen were having a go at the opera crowd-- or more specifically, the 
snotty college kids blowing their parents' money. A tape playing in one of the corners, or maybe just a rigged- 
up record. And yet.. 


And yet there was a certain appeal to believing in it. Or wanting to believe in it. He still dug fairy tales and 
comic books. He didn't get hippies, ultimately, but he sort of sympathized with how they were all wanting 
something better, seeking out some sort of Eden or Platonic ideal or what-the-hell-ever. Even if all that fell 
flat on its face into a bunch of useless dope-smoking and free love. That didn't negate how they yearned for 


something a little less rotten than the world they'd ended up with. 


He was starting to get in areas he'd only ever been in accidentally before. The back of house, where the 
costume shop and armory and wig shop all spread out insanely. Hundreds of wig heads, bizarre enough in the 
daylight, became almost demonic at night, every painted face with its pursed pair of red lips, coy and cold, 


seeming nearly to want to speak. 


He kept wandering. Ended up down one flight and then another. He'd gotten ahold of Peter the other evening-- 
God only knew why-- who'd reported that what he'd heard had been way on down, away from everything. The 
silence was eerie, almost making him want to head back. It had been stupid anyway. He'd get kicked out of the 
opera house for traipsing around this deeply. He'd lose his volunteering opportunity and be stuck trying to get 
girls the old-fashioned way, without the fluff and finesse that a tuxedo and some put-on eloquence from 
reading the playbill beforehand offered him. Not that his current pickup attempts with Christine were coming 
out any better. 


Then he heard it as he walked through the hallway, there in the lowest floor. It was tinny at first, but clearer 
as he kept walking. A powerhouse of a piece. Chopin's Military Polonaise. 


And then, a series of mistakes that proved that the ghost was no virtuoso at all. 


